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CHAFPTER XV,
Wil |
Surrender.
DONT kuow whether | shall
MHyve, Paul”™ she went on

“Hut now things have be.

ecame much eloarer Lthan they
wars. When you wanied w taks me
through (e tunuei | Enew that you
wers wrong, | knew that even If we
found my futher | mwust siill send you
awiy, my dear. God doss noL mean
for us to be for one anciher Don't
you ses why? 1 la becsuss there s
the biood of & duad man belween os
that cannot be-wiped away.

“That I8 the causs of wur misfor-
tunes here, snd Lhey Wil never sud,
aven it you call beat Larvux—Lbecauss
of that, Ho it coud never Uave Leen.
Yos, | knew thal lest night when I

W jay by you, and | waes thaking of it
and praying bard ithat | sight aoe
clonriy.”

Her voles broke off from weakneas,
and lor a loul Line sus ley Lhere, widl
1 glaspoed her baond and wailed, and
my viwa BeArvded Liv spuce beyuud
the bagn. Muw loug wuould they de-
lay?

Prosently Jacqueline spoke agaln.

Uhiy yuld Kbow, badl, ) [VETTTI SR WPIYTY 9
HEG s suvll & guod LUDKE a8 It used
L Mo, bhe sand. bbbk e, )
OB Ul i Eival ueal Luay 1 would
Obiow st LHupEL M possivle, | LDk

1 ocowid yiad Lo kaiudas and be bis
Wile Lu sve your e, Fawt

NG Jrogdeiine,”
Y, I, Af 1 live, my duty s
witle i, wuher. He oeeds e, anl

e wowid bever ave the vilalosd Buw
that e fudls Heve g.uwil 80 slivng
ADd, (huugi Be Okl CUlne W oo
barw, | cuunol ledse ol And you
must leave e, Paul, oevause—be-
Causg ol wihu. I8 boiween us  You
must gu to Leroux abd tell blm s,
ol luve we, Paul?

“Always, Jucqueline,” 1 whispered.

Bho put her arms Wbout iny Deck,

“1 love you, Paul sse said. It
AS8iNN 80 vany tu say it o the durk,
and it used 1o be so nard. Ana I want
0 tell you sometining. | bave always
remembered & Muod deal more Lhan
you believed. Uniy IL was so dear,
that comradeship of ours, that 1
would not let mysell romember aoy-
thing excepi that | had you.

“And do you know what 1 admired
and loved yuou fur, even when you
thought my mind unstable and emply?
How wrue you were! Il was thal, dear,
M was your hoonor, Faul,

“Phat was why, when | remembered
everything that dreadtul night in the
snow, the revulslon was so termible
] ran away In bhorror, | could not ge-
Heve that it was true—and yei L Knew
it was true,

“And Leroux was walting there and
found me, 1 did not want to leave

but he told me thoere was [ore
Antoine's oabin close by, and that you
would come to no harm, And he
made me bellave—you had stolen my
money as well. But 1 never believed
that, and | only taunted you with it
to drive you away for your own sake."

She dréew me weakly toward her and

“Bend lower, Bond very near. Do
ou remember, Paul—in the train go-
i' to Quebeo—l lay awake all night
eried, at first for happiness, to
think you loved mo, and then for
ghame, because [ had no right—
ihough 1 did not remoember who he
was at the time, the shock had been
80 eat. That night—Ilying In my
perth—I was shamaeless. slipped the
wedding ring from my finger and hid
it away so that you should not know—
beoauss [ loved you, Paul, And now
that we are to part forever, and per-
haps I am to die, I ean speak to you
from my heart and tell you, dear. Kins
me—an though | were your wife, Paul,
8o you will go to Leroux” she
ded presently.
."'ll that your will, Jacqueline?
wVan dear,” she sauld, “Hecause we
have fought, and now we are beaten,

» ‘l‘q"

l'.l bowed my head, 1 knew that she
apoke the truth, Blowly the passions
cloared from my own heart—pasasion
of note, pasmon of love 1 Ermw at
last that § was vanquished, For, now
that Jocqueling lay there so wonk, 8o
helplens, nnd thinking all our past
was but o dream, there Was nothing
but to yleld. 1| could not fleht any
maores,

Even thourh, by some mirncle, the
tunnel luy clene before ua, to move
her inennl desth, Bo | would yleld,
1o wave her life, and with me Leroux

it dend un he dhose,
“”;q':tl 1ot ner and olimbed acroas
the bags and want duown toward the

T,

."1«.1 hetore 1 had reached 1t & dark
figuie » ipped from among the shad-
ows of Ui (ucks and came townpd
ine; and by the faint starlight I saw
the fheo of Plerre Caribou!

1 was buwildered, for Plerre seem-
od ke one of those drenm figures of

an

ewered Loaihg ab o strengelr.  “AL
Ruimh waw et w lase lrwun He
Lo e Ihabbe phan se'"

Men ¥ | anewered, srarcied

A Bniek  pad e lhagsrahly
ard ae | walched L & PRpISLLIOWS
fenr srapl sver e whe had
el sves Bhin ke guve e coln

BG oW SRlged e ., nnd

was & bk on his a4 feos That
Gy eeen of eRe b 8 bwlore—
my father's, the night be died,
Piorre, whasre o laveus ™ | whia
petvd

Noe matisr,” bhe anawersd
s new ™

Whali & surrender to bm or ahall
I Bgmi ™

“Ne mavier” b said ence apuin
TM'wieur, suppose you r back e
ma'meslle, and soen WO Ouane,
is diabis lead bim 10 you MHis dia-
Ble el you what to say, Al Bnish
Bow!™

He waiked pawt me polecisssly, &
o us shadow, and his bearing was
e prowd as (hat of s rece had been
n the long ago, when they wers utids
where Lhelr whitle masiers ruled. Mo
entered the passage al Lhe back of the
mine through shich | had some when
| encouniered lacrvia the frst time
wilh bis goid.

LI

“Adl

|
AUd us e passed | thought | saw

Lacruis s faoce peering oul At me
through the shadows of the caves |
slaried toward wlin. Then | sa®™ ouly
the face of the clilt My mind was

playin me tricks, | thought It had
oreatnd that spparition oul of my
thoughta

my
rada
but 1t was not loaded.
@riridges upon the foor.

It weamed only a faw minutas be-
fore a vulce Iulrod me from Lhe tun-

nel
Are you prepared to

seat upon the sarth-bag barr-

“M. Hewlert!
apsak with M. Leroux?®"

It wasn Raocul's volce,
swared yes

A momen! [ater Laroux came from
the tunnel toward me. [ got down
from the barricads and mer him st
the stream. He stood ppon ons side
and | at the other, and the stream
gurgied and played holween us.

and I an.

| went baok to Jaoqueline and mht

I had my revolver In my hand, |
I threw the |

“Paul Hewlett,” suld Lerous, "ynul

have made o good T 20
vou have fought well!
done far 1 offer you terme

“What terma®’ | asked,

“I'he sume an before™

“You planped to murder me,” 1 an.
awerad, bhut with no bitterness.

“Yem, that Is true,” answersd -
roux. “Put elrcumstances wars dif-
ferent then from what they are toe
night, 1 am no murderer, [ am a
mun of bhusiness.  And, within busi.
ness limits, 1 keop my word, [If
proposed to break it, it was because
I had no other way. Bealdes, you
had me in your power, Now you are
In mine,

“1 thought then that Ivou were In
Carson's pay. That if I let you m»
you would betray—eertaln  things
You might have discoversd But you
cama herp because you weare infatu.
ated with Mme. d'Epernay. Waell, 1
can afford to let you go; for, though
my instincts cry out loudly for your
death, I am a business man, and 1
can suppress them when It has to be
done. In brief, M. Hawlett, you oan
¥o when you choose.'

“M. legoux,” 1| answered, "I will
sayY momething to you for your own
sake, and Mma Ad'Epernay’'s, that 1|
would not delgn to say to any other
man. She (s as pure as she best
woman In the land. I found her wan.
dering In the strest, saved hor
from the assault of your hired ruf-
fians. I tried to procurs a room for
her at the Merrimac, and when they
refused har | gave up my own Apart-
ment to her and went away.”

"Hut you went back!" he eried. *You
went back, Hewletnt!™

“I can tell you no more,” 1 answered.
;n:;_")rou believe what [ have sald to

ou ™

He Inoked hard into my fack

“Yes,”" he sald simply. "And It makes
all the difference in the world to me."

And at that moment, in spite of all,
I felt somelhing that wis not e from
l!ln;,-uon to the man,

“Pere Antolne will marry yout™ I
asked. -

“Yea," he replied.

“And her father?"’

“Is safe in the chateau, playing with
his wheel and amassing & fortune in
his dreams.”

“One word more,” 1 continusd. “Mmae.
d'Epernny In very Il Bhe was struck
by one of those bullets that you fired
through the door. Wait!" for he had
started, “T think that she will iva The
wound eannot have plerced a vital
part. But we must be very gentle in
moving her. You had better bring the
sleigh here, and you and I will Uft her
Into it And then—T shall not ses her
agalni®™

"YUH are

CHAPTER XIX.

Leroux’s Diable.
WENT back toward ths cave,
But I could not bring mywself
to mee Jacqueline,
Instead, | paced the tungel
to and fro, wondering what
my life was going to be In future.
Less than thres weeks before no
thought of love had stirred me, and
Jucquellne was undreamed of. Now
she enterad into my heart and twined
herself Inextricably around its roots.
That I should love her ]l I died I
d1d not doubt at all
Her last worde had been In the na-
turo of a farewell There was no
more to say, Not even goodby. 1
must go, before that old, insatiable
longing for her aroms In me agaln.
I saw her In my mind's eye as clear-
I¥ as though she atood before me. Her
loving, griclous prescice, her sweot,
pure face, her courage, her tanderness

—nll these were for Leroux. Noth-
Ing remained for me excopt my mems-

the past; he might have come into ories.
my life long ago, but not to-day, or I should have to make a great deal
yesterday. of wy life. 1 had always believed
He stopped me and held me by both that Life was only a prelude to greater
ghoulders, and he drew mae (nto the and finer tlunga. | was not sure; |
reoesues of the rovks nnd bent his am got sure fo-day; but If the life
wigenod old face forward toward that ls to come (8 not the realization
mine . of our unfuifilled desires, then nothing
“AR. mopsieur. so you did not obey matters here. | was thinking of that
ol Rierre Carlbon and stay in the as 1 paced the tunnel. And in that
cava” ha snld way [ felt that. in a measure, Jaoque-
epPiorto, | did not know that you lins was still mine,
would roturn,” 1 atiswered, "I thought  “Ey ng that is fres,” ahe had
that we could find the same road that®sald to me, “thoughts, will and
u had taken" dreams' That part was mine; and
=Never . mind,” the Indlan an- that could vever be taken away.
\
\
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I had reached the vergs of the eata-
It'!cl and stood beside the little plat-
orm,

And then 1 saw lacroix ngain. I
was sure of It now, He was peering
After me from among the rocks, and,
as | turned, he was souttling awany
Inte the tunnel.

I followed him hotly; but hs must
huve known every fissure in the cliff,
for he vaulshed fore my eyos, ap-
purently through the solid rock, and
when | reached the place of his dis-
appearance | could fod no aign of
ANY passaga there.

And at that moment [ heard Le-
roux's voice halling me

“Hewlett, 1 don't. know what pos-
seswcd me to tnke the wrong turn to-
night,” he awore “I have come
through that tunnel & hundred times
and nover missed the path before.”

He swung round petulantly, and at
that moment a shadow glided out of
the durkness and stood In front of
him. It was Plerre Carlbow, lean,
pinewy und old, He blocked the path
and faced Leroux in silence.

Leroux looked at him, sod an oath
broke from his lips as he read the
others’ purposs upon his face. Squar-
ing his mighty shoulders and clench-
ing his fsts, he leaped at him head-

long.

J;un stepped quietly aside, and
Simon measured his full length with-
{p the tunnel. Hul, when he had
serambled to hin feet with a bellow-
ing challenge, Plerre wus In front of
him agnin,

“What are you here for?' roared
Leroux, but in & quivering volce that
dld not sound like his own. *“Get out
of the way or 1'll amash your facel™

The Indian stlll blocked the pas-
ange. “Your time come now, Bimon.
All finish now,” he aunswered.

“You come here one, LtwWo year ago,”
Pierre continuad. *“You eat up home
of M, Duchulne, my maoster, Old M,
Duchrine my master, too, I belong
Lere. You eat up all, coma back, sat
up soms more, Then you sell Mile,
Jucqueline to Louls d'Epernay. You
wade her run ‘way to New York. I
ask your diabils when your time come,
Your diable he say walt, 1 walt, Mlls,
Jnequeline come back. | nsk your
dlable again, He say walt some more.
Now your diable toll me he send you
here to-nlght because your time come,
and all Noish now,"”

Then & roar burst from Leroux's
lips, and he Aung himself upon the
Inding In the same desperate way as
I had sxperienced, and in &n lnstaot
the two men wers struggling at the
odge of the platform.

Plerre had Xullad the Frenchman
out 1o thes middie of the ladge and was
trylng to force him over. Dut Leroux
woas clinging with one hand to the
eli® and with the other ha beat
savagely upon hin anemy’'s faoe, so
that the blood covarad hoth of them.
Put Plerra did not seem to fesl the
blows,

laroux, ope-handed, was at a dis-

andvaniage. He grasped hisn antag-
onist agaln and the death grapple
began.

They bent and awayed, and now
Laroux wan forcing Plorre’'s head and
shoulders backward by the 'll’hl ot
his bull's body, But the Indian's sin-
ewn, toughensed by years of toll to
stenl, held fast; and just Leroux,
econfident of victory, ahift his feet
and inolined torward, Plerre changed
hia wrasp and caught him by the
throat,

Learoux's face hlackened and hia
eves started out, Flis gresat ohest
hoaved, and h» tore lmpoteatly at his
enemy's atrong fAngers that wers
shutting out alr and light and eon-
aclousness, They rocked and awayed;

then, with & last codvulsive effort,
Leroux swung Plerrs off his [est,
raised him high In the air, and tried
to dash his body against the pro-
Jecting rook at be tunuvel's mouth,

Hut sull the Indian's fingers held,
and as his consclousnoss gan (o
fade Leroux staggered and slipped;
and with a nelghing whine that burst
from his constrioted throat, & ahriek
that plerced the torrent's roar, he slld
down the oataract, Plerre locked in
his arms,

I eried out In horror, but leaned
forward, fascioated by (he dreadful
Mrvmels, |1 saw tha bodles glide
down the stralght jet of water, us &
boy might slide down a column of
seal, and plunge Into the black ocal-
dron  beoesth, around whose edge
sood the mocking and faniastio fig-
ures of ice. The seolhing lake tossod
theen high Into the air, and the sec-

catiarnct caught them and Nuog
them buck towara the Old Angel

Thelr waters played with thsm wnd
apun them round, caught them, and
let them go, and roarsd and fowmed
About them as tney Dobbed and
danced their devil's Jig, waist high, in
one another's wrms,

AL last they »lid down Into the
dopths of tho dark luke, to lie forever
thers Ilo tha! embrace. And still the
oataracis pliyed on, sounding thelr
loud, triumphant, never ending tuna.

I wWas runoing down Lbe tunnel
agaln. 1 was running to Jacquelioe,
but sometbing diverted me, It wus
the face of Lacroix, peoring at o
from smong the crevices of the rocks
with the same evil amile. [ knew
from the louk on It thet be had svea
all and bad been Innuliely pleasmi
thervby.

I caught at him; I wantad to get
my bands on him and strangle him,
too, and fing bl Jdown &nd stamo
his featuros out of buman semblannre,
HBut be eluded me wud darted back
Into the clifr,

I tollowed Bim hard, This time I
did not mean to let him go.

Lacrolx was running toward the

Id mine. He mada no affort to

odge Into any of the uaknown re-
copsns of the caves, but ran at full
apeod across the open space aod
plunged into the tunnel leading tu
the ahore by the chateau

I caught him near the entrance and
held him fast.

He strugxied
screamad,

“Go back!
back, monsleur!" be shricked.
me go! Lat me ot

it fought wo desperately that he
alipped out of my hands and darted
Into the mine agaln, taking the tun
nal which led toward the Old Angel
and thenca wound back toward the
chateau.

1 r!l.lﬁl‘ll him agaln bafors the oava
where Jacqueline lay. 1 wound mv
arms around him. A dreadful suspl
¢lon was cresplng Into my mind.

Ha made no attempt to fight me,
hut only to astaps, and his face v ns
hideously stamped with fear,

“Let me go!" ha howled. “Ah, you
will pepent It! Monsieur, let me go!
I will give you a half share in the
mold. What do you want with me 7"

What did | want? 1 4ld not know
It must have been the same Instinet
tthat leads one to stamp Upon K DOX-
lous insect [ think It was his Joy
in the hideous spectacle beneath the
cataract that had made me long to
kill him.

But niow a dreadful fear wans dawn-
Ing on e,

“Jacqueline!™ | soreamed,

“J have not soan her” he repiied
“Now let me go!” Ah, mon Dieu, wiil
you never let me go?! It Ia too late!"

Huddenly he grew palm,

in my grasp and

For the love of God, po
"Lt

“It is too Inte,” he sald |n & monot-
u;wul' voles, “"You have killsd both
of us!i"

And, with the aweat still on his
forchead, he stood looking malicious-
Iy at me,

“If you had let me go” he sald,
“you would have died just as you
are golng to die”

1 saw the fuce of the oliff quiver;
1 saw an limmense rook, half- up,

leap into the alr and seem L0 I
there; then the ground w upheav-
od benouth my fest, and with &

trlghtfal roar the rocky walls swayed
and fell together,

And the rivulet became a cataraot
that surged over me and filled my
enrs with tumult wnd sealed my syes
with aleep.

CHAPTER XX.
Full Confession.
ARKNESS impsnetrable about
me, and & thick sir that I
breathed with great gasps
that hardly brought relisf te
my choklug throat. And a
volee out of the darkness erying cease-
lensly In my ears:
“"Help mel! Help mal™
In that nightmare | saw again those
awful sacenes as vividly as though they
hind becn etched ln phosphorus before
my eyes. 1 saw the last struggle of
Plerre and Leroux, and | pursued La-
crolx alung the tutnel. 1 saw the clt

toppling forward, and the rock polsed
o nud wir,

And the voke coried: “"Help mel
Help me!l" and pever censed.

I radsed mysell and tried to
to my feet. | found that 1 could move
my limba freely. | tried to rise upon
iy Kbees, bubt Lthe roof suruck my
bead. 1 stretched my arms out, and
I touched the wall on either side
of me.

I must have bLesn stunned by the
concussion of the landslide. ¥y &
mitacle | had not been struck.

"lelp mal Melp me!"

I trivd to find the voloe. 1 arawled
three (est toward |t and the wall
stoppad me, Hut the volce was thers.
It came from under the wall 1 feit
about me in the darkneas, and my hand
touched somotilng demp. 1 whipped
It back In borror. It was the face of
o haai.

Thers was only the face., Where
the body mnd lmbs ought 1o have been
wits unly rock. Yhe ince was on my
side of o wall of rvok, pinning down

the body that sy ocutstretohed be-
yond,

| recognizged the voloe now, 4 was
that of Philippe Laoroix,

“Ab, mon Meu! Help mel Halp

et

He continued to repeat the words
In syvery concelvable wne, and his
suffering was pitlable | forgot my
own rralibive sa | trded 10 ald him. Asd

my ofurts wore valn, Thera wors tons
of rock ubove bim, and under the lnch
Gr Lwo of spnce whers the rock rested

above the ground | felit the edie of &
burlap buak,

He had been pinned beneath the
baus of enrth and gold whioh he had
prized so dearlys the golden rocks

were grinding out his life. He was
dying=-and he could not take his
trensures 1o thut place to whiah he
must go,

| folt one hand ecome through tha
tiny opening In the wall and grasp at
me

“Whao Is 1t he mumhled
you, Hewletnt? For
me!"

I orouched beside him, but [ did not
know what to say or do, I couid only

"In that
tiod's make, kill

s I

& be

n:i:.’mn that be might not die
“tMve me & knifel™ he mumbled
in, clutching at me, “A knifs,
Hewlett! Don't leave me to dis like
this! Bring Pere Antoine apd m
r;onm-. [ want to tell her—to te
or
He muttsrsd In his delirlum unt!l
hia volce disd away. I thought that
ha would never agaln,  But
pre tiy he A to revive again to
the consclousnass of his surroundl ;
“Are you with me, Hewlett?"
whispered.
1 placed my band In his, and he
alutched at it with nres,
“You will iave the gold, Hewlett,™
he muttersd, apparently ignorant that
I, too, was a prisonsr and in hardly
battar plight.  “You are the last of
the four. 1 trisd to kill you, Heawlett '
1 said nothing, and hs I‘Imltt'
quorulously, between his gasms: 1
tried to krll you, Hewlelt. Are you
ing to leave me to die alone In the
!:r. o ered. "It doean’t mat
S0 1 anew . n 4
u;'r.‘ Lami:." And n-il)'. it 414 not

m"l'm:'um to ?:’l:.;elut
mbled on. ‘'Laroux i
':atM nim 4fe. 1 thought if—you
died, too, no oma but 1 would know
the asoret of the gold. T tried :9 mur-
der you 1 blaw up the tunnel T
Ha paused a whils, and ngain
thought he waa dvine, it onoe MOre
he took up the sonf
“I'hars wWaa neariy & quarter of &
ton of blasting powder and Aynamite
in the cAve, on AlAn't know. You
went about #o blindly, Hewlett §
watchsd you when I ia ked with you
that night hara. How long a0 .!t
muat have bean! Whan was that?
I 414 not teli him It was yesterday
For |t seemed Immeasurably long Axo
to me as wall )

kil

“Tt was stored there' he wald
“Wa had brought it up from Bt Baoni-
1aroux

taca by aleigh-—so ecarafully
intended to begin mining As soon A8
Louis returned. And when he dled I
meant to Kill you both, so that the
gold ahould all he mine 1 told youy 1t
was hepe hecause [ thought yon
maant to kill me, but T meant to kil
yon when you had made an #nd of

leroux. And you killed ma  Damn
you'!" he snarled. “"Why 311 you not
lot me go”"

He paused, and I heard hilm gasp
tor hraath. His Angeras clutohed at
my coat aleave again and hooped
thamaelves round mine like claws of
atee]

“1 had a knife-once b ssumed,
ralapsing Into his deliri” out 1 lef
it hahind me, and the p.lee got it
Isn't It odd, Leroux,” he ramhled an
“that ons slways leaves something
behind when ons has killed & man’®
But the newspapers made no mention
about the knife, You aAldn’t knaow ha
was dead, 4ld you, Leroux, for all
vour clevernass, untll that foo
Hewlett left that paper upom the
talila? You knew spough Lo send me
to Jall, but you didn‘t know that It
was [ who killsd him. Help me!”
He acrsamed horribly. “Ha s here,
looking at me!"

“Thers In pobody hears, Philippse™ 1
sald, trylng 1o soothe hia agony of
noul, at a poor and stalned soul
it was, travalling into the naxt world
alona! “Thers lm nohody but me,
Philippe!*™

"You lle!"™ he raved,
He han coma for ma! (Hys me your
knife, Hewlett, It s for him, not for
me. He dessryed to dis, He Loleksd
me after we had found the gold. e
tricked me twico. He told Laroux,
thinking that he would win his gratis

“Louls Is heral

| IThere.

By C

e madl gei fres Trom Hes sl & e

. Al L »e wd Lmoe lee bekd O
- .

My beatt men  Langing e e apule
| hmedly Barsd ‘o bhope b weple

L L ™

e mop my Triemd,” be i ied

Ve wore friands miuoe e wote bops

e wowid haie bwhad Lavoul @
we sireed il e had dered L0 snler ar
hcmam gt s vBeld & e b ihnEy
Al e geovers]l what w [T

e L LT T T e T
o e wanied be mane ues of s And
Bl e Lewiid  iee el bowin
thourht we wegld pever @ 0 peed of
oty mgain. Bl Larows was pross.
M wiin. LRISstEnieg B And o0 e
Ld B Thes thoie mere (hree of
us o te peorel

lotnus haa lormed & lumbear sl -
puny with Carsen, byt he did not )
lim sseul Lhe guid e furmed Mo
woneme wilh beows  They sad seth-
g o mw, Lhep waniad 16 ware me
sl Lavwin was o get the st abd
a0l e righie s Mumen byl afier -
ward when be Bod speil Lie mensy
Fonoh had Eiven ba thoushit be
codid gl Wmere awl Carnun S be
wen! (o Bim and toid the pecrst, Thet
wade four of un-dour of us, where
there showld have been anly iwoe™

What dud pon deo™ |
thoumb (0 was like condueting o post-
e e Pl & diurderer e sulpes.

I waut 1o New York WO get W
sliare. | wasa'l going to be susied -
Wl had been one of Lhe discovercrs,
I dunt koow how much Carsen
lasiim, bt | meant o denand ba i
fought be had the money s his
P ket

I fullowsd hlm all that aftsrnoon
after he had jefl Carsun's o 1
watehed him i the streel, Al night
he ment to & room seomeawhere—al th
top of a tall bullding. I tollow
Wi, Wisen | gol ia | found & woman
laouls was taiking to her and
threatening her. He said she was his
wife, «low wouid she be his wife
when be had married Jaogusiine Due

[ ehaine?

L Aldn't eare—1L was no business of
mine. | comidn't ses them, becsuse
there waSs & curiain ln the way.
was no light in the bedroom. There
was & lighy In the room In whioh |
was 1 put It out, so that neither of
them Ahould see my face. Hhe might
Lave batraysd me, you know, Blmon.

“Heo spun round when tha light went
out, and pyshed the ourtain asids, 1
was waliink for that. | had calou-
Intsd iny blow, 1 stabbed him. It
wan & guod Lluw, though 1t wes de-
livered 1o the dark. Lie only eried
gut unece, Hut the woman M'
and & dog flew n;::lo.m 1 couldn't
flud his mMoney. ran AWAY.

“And then Lthers ware uu‘&m of
us who knew the secrsl. Then Bimon

i d there wers only two, and
e d.i.lad

ow there ars only Hewistt an

X r fool, and [ have my
::.!'&'r:" r:: God's sakes give me &
ife. Himon!™

His fngers tore at my slesve o his
last agony, and I was tempted
And It was fbtl.t“a knife that I
The ireny of 1t

1in muttersd onos or twice and
erled out in tear of the man whom
he had siain. [ heard him -
1ittle Inter. Then the hand fall from
my miseve, And after that there was
no further sound.

“Paull™

It was the merest whisper from
wall. 1 thought it was & trick of ey
own mind, dared pol hepe.

“PFaul! | o

This was no fancy born of a de-
lirlous brain and the thiok fumes
dynamite. It came from the wall
littls way ahead of ma, 1 orawisd the
three feet that the litile cave afforded
and put my hands upen the roak, feel-
ing it surface Inch by ineh. Thers
wis & crevics there, not large sno
to have permitted a bird to
merost Nasure,
n"l'.i.udaqullnll Is that you, dear?™ 1

Ind.

“Where ars you, Paul? she whis-
pered back.

“Hehind the wall” 1 saswered.
*“You are uot hurt, Jaogueline T

“I am Iying whare you left me, dear,
Paul, 11 heard.*”

“You hoard? 1 ansawered dully.
What did It matter now?

“Why didn’t you tell me, Paul?
But never mind. I am so “lll. dear-
est! Can you come through to mel™

I struggled o tear the rocka awayi
I beat and brulsed my hands la
against them.

“Soon,” | muttered. “Soon
you breathe well, ha?uun!"

Paul. It la nearly

“It ls all open,
o Waen i

ths

dawn uow."

“1 will come when It
Jacqueline,” I babbled,
grows lighu!"

Hhe did not koow that it would
nover grow light for me., Again I
flung myself against the walls of my
gruun. battering at them till the

lood deipped from my hands, Agsin
and again 1 ﬂunf mysell down hope-
Iasnly, and then I tried agaln, clutch-
ing at every fragment that protruded
ntoe tha ouve.

And at last, when my despaly had
mantared me—it grew light,
For s sunbeam shot like a fAnger

through the crevice and quiversd up-
on the floor of the cave. And over-
head, whers | had never thought to
wook, where I had thought three hun-
dred feet of eternal rock pressed
down on me, | saw the quiver of day
through halt & dosen fest of t-
pie Im’-l debirls  from ths gl r
mouth

I raiwnd myself and tors at It and
sont it fiying, [ thrust my bands
among ths wtones and tore them
down ke the tlles from a rotten
ronf

I heard a shout; hands wers reached
Anwn to ms and pulled me up, and |
was on my feet upon a hillslds, look.
ing Into the keen eyes of Pers An-
toine and i)e face of ths Indian
AUAW,

Atd the Esguimaux dog was bark-
ing at my nidas,

CHAPTER XXI.
The End of the Chateau.

Nisy one ithing wailed the
happiness of our veunion,
and that was the loss of
Jarqueline's father.

We had talked muoh over
what had happensd, and ten days
Istar, when Jacqueline had recov.
ered from the ahock and from what
proved to be, after all, only a fleah
wound, wa had visitad the scens of
our rescus by the old priest.

The InMlan woman had met him ns
sho wna returning home and had told
him of pur danger, and he had start
od out nefore dawn, to And that there
waa Do lunger sy sblrance Lo the

“Plenssd to maks aoquala
vala :..am"nm.n. l!ﬂ.i;‘:
Can

tunnel  Wandoring n hew
Wit (he meews wiis e hod
e e weerc | was berod
et ey Baal oot e
e he Grmrig v nead

A tue shpierstiop
- .m e, i Wl
e

The oHR. mddied with tunnete sl

salen vut by Me pumerous

Fawean ol Fosime bad lTallen
crarge ol dynam @ voposied, "
o pprnsd Beneath hal part

bt rrased ihe eRIIFe ot rwetaie G-
e Witk e m oof he

wieeier alesve, hd thrumn the mwews -
Ll wi e phde, AL e aka
severml million ione of ire sl
erating all traone of the ohalsdn,
whien lar Buried benesih (s weieeg
That ®mas FPere Adloine s o.ﬁ
isn, and we realioed ot
-as ta seatoh for
chaine
Bad amn changed
weliher §iater nir calarest and

awuiien v Iwiee s z
slopl  peaselully
covering of os and snow

When we returned 1o the sabiln we

wore hmaned (6 sae & sleigh

otede and doge feading men
wore sealed &t Ihe priest's table,
wmoking

“in monsleur, don't [T
a sove your hoss ™ -

well knawn voles o Pere
Then, as Jacqueline and |
the enirancs, the man
sprang toward us with
hands that gripped ours and wruag
tham yntil wa cried out in pain,

It waa Alfred Dubale,

Mut | was stupsfied 1o mae the ase.
ond mAn, who rose and advanoed to-
ward me with & shrewd amile. For It
was Tom Carson!

Proasantly 1 was talling my
egceapt for that part which more In.
timately coneerned myssif and -
quell and the narrative of
m , whioh I fl" only as

"n ma

e 008 of Increduiit geepenss
neredu
Tom's shrewd old far 'tll Al the
Be burst out ax ¥ At ma!
“Hewlntt, 1 "t l.:lll 1 wae &
amned fool her

n, miss  If any man
Lt:l would have kuooked him down.

tlam | am, and | want you (o be
my manager.”

yo anked ntly.
“Byeary word, Hewloti—avery word,
y son, That is why | want you

ﬂll‘n:.“h t i u:a"u-n'
n L] -
m‘.btﬂu. you .luh.“ hold o:'m 'bw
maﬂmm‘.ﬂum
over my head, t mo
Ll"’ ‘aboul a oastis L]
“Put, M. * interpossd the
mt,“lu sean this

mine and nls
In the olulehea o

[y o T ]

answered Tom, “la
alasly why 1 want to get Bold of
n, Mr. Hewlett."”

you

wan!
ot a littls susplolous
about then, Howaver, 1
imknﬁnnrnﬂuﬂuﬂmﬂ

ma to,

“You'll have 1o do
then,” 1 aald, nettied. “It's just
two hundred feet helow the gro

“Nover mind,” sald Tom.
Is better than gold, Next time
here [ shall be glad to have
look round. And now, Hewlett, if you
oo BArE-te mart mE "?‘i"g..-m"‘" \ w""
to ar n
mrnndl“im-m roux s -

himself.”
was oo mortified to anawer Bim. 1
PBut | felt Jacqueline slip her hand
into mine, and suddenly (he memeory
of the past made Tom's ralllery an
INonnt alfalr,

*MI he answared, “hae’ll
turs up soon. He's got to turn wp,
becauss the lumber company’s all or- 1

iged now and in fine runnin

r. What do you say, Hewlett

“Nothing." I anawered.

“All right” he sald, turning away
with & shrug of his ahoulders. “"Ua-
practical us ever, ain't you? Think it
over, my son. Ulad to have met you,
Mr. Priest, and aa I'm always hulal

ens Dhbols and [ will start r

me this afternoen”

Jaoqueline looked at me, and 1
shook my head. 1 didn't want Tom
to witness It. Hut & word from FPere
Antolne changed the hostile tenor of

my thoughts to warm and “juman
onns
“Mesalours,” he sald, “doibtiess

you knnw what day this 2™

Tom started. “"Why, good Lord, 1t
—it's Chrl my, an't 1t e
aened, a !

v
“io's a bigger Auy for us” % oesld
to Tom
He squinted at me in his »lirewd
manper; and then he got up frva tha
table and wrung my hand.
“Good luck te you both,” he sald,

i
r

“Say, Mr. Dubols, | suses we
piteh our tant here o-night —dow't
you™

Alfred Dubols woes grappiing with

our hands again: but his onsct Wwas
Tons ferocions, becausn s bad to loose
us every now and then (o sliy me
on the bavk and blow his poss

“If only la petite Madeleine could
ba hore'™ e shoutsd

* e And [ am
thiat was his dinner voles 1 h“r
(THE END.)




